Next day, he threw the other dart,
Meneu caught it, to chest it sought.

On the third, he threw the last one,
Kilwich caught it, his eye balls blown.
Penkwar, the marvels demanded,
With his beautiful daughter to wed.

Sure he, did crooked intention.
Never invain his commission,
None it surpass the marvel deed,

One or other curs#them to unlead.
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The flax seed to sow, Tertus harp,
A huntsman, Mabon, Gwernach's sword sharp,
And two cubs of the wolf, Oast Rhymhi,
The marvels to have for her beauty.

A fire broke out in the green turf,
And surround the ant hill unsurf,
Gwylseat protected them from blaze,
Got boon of nine bushes seed of flex,

To make a white whimple for Olmen.
On her wedding day to be worn
The imprisoned Mabon, unknow to time,
None known, birds nor beast his name.